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ON MARGATE SANDS. 


* After two days of unbridled pleasure, Poor Pa has at last had the decency to communicate with Mamma, and now, I am thankful to say, our family are once 
more united. I am ashamed to have to confess, thouyh, that during his grass widowerhood Papa managed to run through all his available capital, and when poor 
Ma joined him he was almost penniless. With the assistance of friends, however, Dad managed to erect a habitation on Margate sands, which the authorities 
immediately proceeded to demolish by arresting the chief instigator. Poor Ma is at present in tears, whilst Papa is languishing in prison.””—Toortsie. 


THERE’S NOTHING LIKE TACT. . DANGERS OF THE ROAD. 
* — 


WHEN Belsize House, Hampstead, was open to the publio 
in 1750, the programme contained this notice: “For the 
security of its guests, there are twelve stout fellows com - 
pletely armed to patrol betwixt London and Belsize, to 
revent the insults of highwaymen or footpads which may 
nfest the road.” Shortly afterwards the road became 80 
dangerous that the patrol had to be increased to thirty. 

„Even the toll-house keepers in Landon mrad. ‘were 
so liable to be tobhed that they had to be ished with 
arms, and 9 to keep their moncy in their houses 
after eight at night. The boldness with which street 
robberies still continued to be committed was evinced to 
late as 177/, when: the Neapolitan Ambassador was robbed 
in his coach in Grosvenor Square by four foot pads, armed 
with pistols,” 

In 1798 a postboy carrying the mails was attacked, when 
coming from Selby to York between six and seven in the 
evening, by a man on foot carrying en gun. He robbed him 
of the mail and pulled the bridle from the head of the hofse, 
which immediately galloped off with the boy. A reward of 


55 £200 was offered for the discovery of the robber, but until 
— sete nothing as Rear! of bre, but 1 =a onl public- 
as A in Selby, a suit of clothes, a sou'- 

What tact Spottlewick possesses „ with tact. Happening, a month later. to discover Bounder rouse was: pull Cowen un ‘ 
act of coping with Bounder (ans vommn, (See tub jae LERvin—or yea en the pelot ofeomel ing suicide, he merely observed “Excuse my interruption; wild. 5 een ö 
know instead ising urbance, he hand 0 were engaged. —er—give me your undertaker's address, 5 Ay f 
domestic dla a “tenner” towards — ae „„ rl ‘el blew to look ro up this evening 1” 8 When the foundations of the building were reached several 


— ide re .. aes ~ * 


210 


coffins containing bodies were discovered, and the house years ago 
had borne a very bad character. Many cases might be quoted 
where skeletons have been dug up out of inn cellars. 

In Captain Mallets“ Annals of the Road” this story is given: 
“In the reign of King George III., a stage-coach driven by one 
Williams, and going over Hounslow Heath between Reading and 
London, was stopped by a highwayman, who, riding up, demanded 
money of the passengers, A lady gave up her watch, a geut his 
purse, and away goes the highwayman followed, however, b 

V illiamms on one of the leaders, who ‘nailed’ and brought him bac! 
to the coach, on which he was placed and taken to Staines. This 
occurred on A Tuesday ; the hearing before the magistrates took 

duce on Wednesday ; on Thursday he was in Newgate ; on Friday 

i was tried and sentenced to be hung on Monday. Williams then 
got up a memorial, petitioning for a reprieve, and on this being 
presented to his 1 ag the sentence was commuted to trans- 
portation for life. The King was so pleased with Williams’ daring 
that he presented him with a key of Windsor Park gates, to be 
used by him and his descendants so long as they drove a coach 
from Reading to London. This royal authority allowed them to 
go throuvh the park instead of using the turnpike road.” 

Mr. S. C. Hall, in his “ Retrospect of ea Long Life,” says: “1 was 
travelling in Ireland (it must have been about the year 1818), 
between Cork and Skibbereen, when I witnessed a stoppage of the 
mail to rob it. The road wns effectually barricaded by a huge tree, 
passage was impossible, and a dozen men with blackened faces 
speedily surrounded the coach, To attempt resistance would have 
been madness: the guard wisely abstained from any, but sur- 
rendered his arms; the priming was removed and they were 
returned to him. The object of the gang was limited to acquiring 
the mail bags; they were known to contain some writs against a 
gentleman very popular in the district. These being extracted, the 
coach around its way without further interruption. The whole 
affair did not occupy five minuten. It was subsequently ascer- 
tained, however, that there had been a further purpose. The 
gentleman had that day paid his rent—all in bank notes; when the 
agent desired to mark them, there was neither pen nor ink in the 
house ; the mail bag contained these notes. Where they eventually 
found their way wae never proved, but it was certain they did not 
3 e rd whose receipt was in the hands of the tenant, 
duly sign 

Sometimes the mail bags were not even safe when they reached 
London. In July, 1847, Bradley, the Lombard Street letter-carrier, 
was passing through Mitre Court, a narrow passage between Wood 
Street and Milk Street, when the gate of the court was locked 
behind him and a murderous attack was made on him by three 
men, He cried loudly for help, and some of the porters from the 
e warehouses ran to nee what was the matter. The thieves, 
un pokily, secaped but Bradley was seriously injured. The con- 


tents of the letter-bags he carried, and the possession of which he 
managed n, were valued at hundreds of thousands of pounds- 
(Newt week,“ A West Country Farmer.”) 
— — — 
Bak GARDNING, 
Thare av bin dissterbinses, 


The slait itt dropp onter thee misis nex dore. Billium and me 
iss advise itt iss lucki itt didd nott dropp on her ed, butt bein inn 
a stoopin posishun with her bak turn an a bustel on err life is saiv. 


(New weak, Straing ivennts.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS, 


, Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


vot the slightest, A.F.HOULAND. Try another, H. F. J. Any 
time you like to, THORALD, When you're ing down this way, 
Not the space to spare, Miss BAKER; Thanks for letter all the 
same. Very sorry, anxious BACKER ; Bu! the Skunk went rather 
lame. Much too long ANOTHER FELLOW. For three ha'pence, 
ARTHUR Leach. Glad to hear it, OLD SUBSCRIBER; No, the 
Wreck would necer peach. You must oy the costs, DISGUSTED. 
Sorry that we cannot, SUB, Much obliged for relic, CORAL; It, 
of course, shall be on view, 


— 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
. excepted, post free: 
8 Months, te. 8d.; 6 Months, 36. 3d.; 12 Monthe, és. 6d. 
In Stamps or J. O. O. payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPER1E8,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA Banque, 
— — 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the nezt-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
( Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall 772 to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident toa Train in 
which they are tratelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLopEn's HALF- 
io ibav “ be found upon the Deccased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 v'clock, and the 
JInaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


After the Performance, 

Gifted Amateur, Well, dear boy, and what did you think of it 
all’ 1 tlatter myself I soared to the dizzy heights of absolute 
genius in that last scene, eh ? 

Candid Friend, Well, I can't exactly say I noticed your soaring, 
1 55 1 certainly observed a thundering lot of people in the audience 
flying: ss 

s 


Now is the glorious summer-time, 

When Ardup with his uncle leaves 
His winter clothing, and a prime 

Deposit thereupon receives, 
But, ere a month, he'l! be consigned 

To where the ravenous earth-worms are; 
For summery weather soon he'll find 

Than wintriest winters, wintrier far! 

ss 


Mrs. Tripely (looking up from the paper ). 1 see a: ‘ow the feats 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 684,—The “Brighton Bathing” Costume, 


AN ARTISTIC NIGHTMARE, 
Nothing to do with next ycar's Boat-race, 


“I say, Joe, I must nore here to-night.” 2 tor 27 “ Because my tailor 


(Saturday, duty 6, 1895, 


7. Jt . setween oureel 
1 5 pear ag — ven, you know, I think 1 havea 


His Friend. What about? Your moustache? 

Young Jumper. No; but—er—er—I cousider Tm a self. mad 
man, don't you know. 0 

Ji Friend, How the deuce do you make that out ? 

Young Jumper. Why, dou't you when I was born my fathe 
wasn't worth a rap, and now he's a re. Jen't that credi;. 
able? „ 5 


Mrs, Jawhins (who has been talking straight off for one hone 
and seventeen minutes.) And you wouldn't believe it, my dear, Mr. 
Jawkins is the most clumsy man you ever met; just fancy. 12 
actually can't hold the baby. Die 
7 5 ee ae uate. - been pie hold that you can't 
ru oy) ‘ore @ chance ning their mo 8 
What is that? 5 months), 
Jawkins, My tongue. „0 


3 e ra 

ey swore, the 

When first =~ in conjugal Bonds did hitch, 
That the ese flitch they'd gain. 

But their faith in a month was shaken ; 

Their yearning they both did smother : 

They want no flitch—but some rancid bacon— 

To heal the sores they had given and taken, 
When they savagely thumped each other ! 


Street Missionary. My good friend, why idle away the i 
hours in this Seahion? Don't you know that time pple aid 

Loafer, Don't zs believe i v'nor. If that was 60 7 should 
be a bloomin' millionhair, I should ; I've been doing time on and 
orf ever since I was a nipper. * 


The Young Politician, I can assure you that there is 5 
itty painful than having to — "s first Pace 
ublic. 
1. Viung Politecian’s Wife. Oh yes, there is, dear. 
The Young Politician (displeased). Then what is it, pray? 
Young Politician's Wife ( sweetly ). Having to listen 8 dear. 


It was one afternoon last week that a Metro litan train drew 
up nt Chorley Wood, and a lusty-lunged youn announce! 
the name of the station for the benefit of all whom it might 
concern, “Chorley Wood! Chorley Wood! Chorley Wood!" 
Suddenly a window was let down with a bang, a Breasy-capperl 
head was shoved through, and a gruff voice exclaimed, „ All right, 
young feller, that’s my name. * 2˙ the bloomin’ row?“ 


s 
Waggs. What do you think occurred to me this afternoon? | 
went into a place and had my hair cut, and the man never asked 
me to have it singed or shampooed, never even tried to sell me a 
bottle of wash, or made a remark t the weather, 
Craggs. Impossible! 
Waggs. Not at all; he's been dumb from birth. 


Merchant, Taking back some English curiosities to Turkey, are 
you? Ah, very interesting, but—eh—why, what's that? 

Pasha. That? Oh, that is the most wonderful of them all—a 
box of your Turkish cigarettes. | 5 


HE lives at an Enting- house Early and late ; 

He lives at an Ever-Extravagant rate. 

He lives at Expense of Espousal’s Enjoyment ; 
He lives at the Entrance of Evil Employment. 
He lives at Embarrassment's Edict, you bet; 

He lives at the Edge of ments of debt. 

So the time-honoured saying is true, if you please. 
That when a man's single, e lives at his k's!" 


s 
Young Wife. Do you consider it is wicked for a man to play 
billiards, dear ? 
d Wife. Oh, dear no, I'm sure it's not; for my husband 
doesn't play, and I'm sure he would if it was wick 


Old-Fashioned Lady. But, my dear, you should never, under 
any circumstances, speak to a man to whom you have not been 


introduced. 

New-Fashioned Lady. If I followed out that idea I should very 
soon be out of a berth. 

Old-Fashivned Lady (very gravely). May I enquire, then, what 
is your—er—cr—occupation ! 

New-Fashioned Lady. Oh, yes. I am a telephone girl, and have 
to talk to about fifteen hundred strange men every day of my life. 


WoMAN was ever a conundrum, that most of us are compelled to 
give up. It isa remarkable fact that, the girl who kicks highest iu 
the latest development of the can-can is too modest to mount to 
the garden-seat of an omnibus on a breezy morning; and the 
artist's model beats a 5 retreat, when she finds her new 
bathing dress is attracting the too careful attention of a couple of 
male things with extra sized binoculars, 


. pucks . em give me your candid opinion, what do you think 
o ne 
Our Connoisseur (who does not like the wine, but does not wish to 
0 seed Well, you know, I should think that for those who like 
that kind of wine, that would be just the sort of wine which would 
suit them. es 
e 


Firat grey Darling. Oh, what do you think, dear? Charlie 
told me last night that I had the prettiest little hand he had ever 


seen. 
Scoond Pretty Little Darling. What do I think? Why, that ho 
ought to travel about for a wh lc. 


s 
Ir was the echooner Hesperus 
That sailed the wintry sea, 
And the skipper ne'er knew that his little daughter 
Was as fond of old sherry as he! 


But the skipper soon swore, with resentment malign, 
That he'd take her in schooner no more; 

For she got to his cabin, and drank all his wine, 
Ere they'd sailed a day's journey from shore! 


The Curate, Dear me, how terribly you and your companions 
ewear; I really wonder the torrent of your own blasphemy docs 
not choke you. 5 

Burly Bargee. Oh, no, sir; there ain't no fear of that. You 
sce, we're all pretty well a-curse-tomed to it. 

[And the peed man left abruptly, wondering whether after 
all a bad wor te worse t a bad pun, 


s 
Enquiring Child, What is the ecent of the country they talk 
about in this book, papa? ? 
futher. The scent of the country, my son, is the combined 
eſfluvia arising from Soonying wegmation. putrid manure heap 
and a general system of impe raing; 


ge. 


THE BRITISH WORK MAN. 
Pictures and Underlines by J. F. SULLIVAN. 


i t the Pallis is i 
of cnes there noo darusin’ troupe a 5 s is creatin’ a lot of 1 2 ‘Your 31 g Appearing Weekly in 
Vr. Tripely (with a superior air). Feet, I presume you mean Prisoner f —.— 
Mrs, Tripely. foots 1 do wich you'd hindever to be more conrecton AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC, is judged r ain't got L. A. N zs. 
in your grammar. No. 64.—Robert Oust. none at all! ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


8 . 


Saturday, duly 6, 1895.)' 
TOOTSIE AT BRIGHTON. 


— 


OTHER seaside places may come and go. but Brighton goes on for 
ever. Once upon a time there wasa particular period of the year when 
Brighton was sup- 
posed to have its 
“season.” It is the 
season now all the 
year round at 

righton, There 
ia, of course, the 
November season, 
with its almost 
countless crowds 
of carriages in the 
King's Road. But 
there are other 
times when others 
but carriage people 
come down and 
enjoy, themselves 
awfully, 

A hundred times 
in the year, thou- 
sands of people 
„ suddenly exclaim, 
7 Let's go to 
Brighton!” and 
go. It is quite a 
long journey to 
anywhere else com- 
red to Brighton. 

righton is really, 
when you come to 
think of it, only 
as far off any- 
where in London 
as the Victoria Station. The curtain falls on the last act. 
You wash off your make-up, change your clothes, leave your 
dresser to put away your stage rags, jump into a hansom, take your 
ticket, choose your corner or yourarm-chair in first clase or Pullman, 
open the “Extra Special,” read a couple of lines, fall fast ean 
and there you are, you know, at your journey's end, with the O 
Ship's welcome arms ap. open towards you and supper waiting. 

There are, possibly, some thousands of Brightonians who 
have never seen Brighton, and to my certain knowledge, many who 
never want to do so, The dwellers in seaside places, for the most 
part, I have reason to believe, object to the ocean, Sex-bathing is 
to them a thing ununderstandable, and those lodgers who plunge 
and paddle they regard as amiable lunatics to be treated and 
cheated gently. On a Sunday many of the abiders in Brighton's 
back streets, by choice, avoid “the front,” but some of the male 
division may there met with, gloved and top-hatted, black- 
coated, horribly respectable and uncomfortable. Brighton is not 
ut its best on a Sunday, but yet it is wonderfully enjoyable if you 
only know the 4 gee way to go about it. 

I have met with many people who objected to Brighton because 
it was too much like London, and not a bit like other seaside 
places, Some of these spend all their days tramping the northern 


— 


At the Aquarium. 
heights ; others dislocate their ankles on the stony beach, regretting 


Ramsgate, Mai and Southend, at every 8 rand stumble. 
Dear, delightful Bel x — 


0 ghton! Let these stay away there are plenty 
without them. 


What a crowd have we here at the Métropole, which surely grows 
prettier and more popular year by year, and what Saturday nights 
and Sundays may 4 there! 

At many places when the sun goes down and dinner is done, 
dulness sets in for those who may 10 alone and friendless, but not 
oat Brighton. There are at least six places of public amusement, 
und to visit each will amusingly fill up a week of evenings. I said 
ix, bit there are generally seven or eight. Brighton is a delight- 
fi. jiace that it is impossible to be dull in. 

It ix, however, a place which it is possible to be in an awful rage 
in. as I am at this moment. There! there! (N.B.—The “Theres” 
are stamps.) # 2 * * * 

That wretch, Bob, has led us a nice dance! As I told you last 
werk, at the last moment, at the railway station, he did not turn up 
with the money for the railway tickets. It sppears that he had 
fent another telegram to say he thought Brighton would be the 
the best place to 
0 patronise, and was 
on the Brighton side of 
Victoria Station, whilst 
we were on the Chatham 
and Dover side. And 
now we are all he 
stranded, gasping an 
hopelessly in debt at the 
Métropole; but up to 
now we have not seen 
avign of Bob. I feel sure 
we xhall all be in prison 
before long. The 
4, registered letter sent by 

y Bob contained a sum 
insufficient to clear us 
with anythin 5 
ing respectabil 50 and 
we are captives for the 
time being. I shal 
never forget the 
faces of the head waiter, 
the hall-door keeper, 
the chambermaid, and 
the boots when we 
attempted to escape. 
But here we are 
now in pawn and pen- 
3 ‘ niless, o deed to come 
Into the hotel for every morsel or drop we eat or drink. 

I may, however, in confidence, mention that we girls have a secret 
store, unknown to Billy and the Dook, and have been able 
to cuindestinely visit the Aquarium and take our first dip of the 
ee: and one day, out of pure charity, Lardi stood the Dook, 
who is nut at all well, a Bath chair. 


Tue Juvald, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


84 10 oF ane EMINENT PHYSICIAN 

PRACTISING IM THE WEST END OF LONDON, 

and will be found invalunble in cases of Liver — — 

tion, all Stomachie Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortuess 

Pimples, Debit Disturbed Niet. Une Ba, Alles. 
„Distur t 

ness, Want of Tone, all Female ee eto. — 


“A MARKED IMPROVEMEMT.” 


26 Alphonsus Road, Clapham, S. ., 
June 9th, 1895. 


Messrs. GURDEN & CO. 


GENTLEMEN, 1 forward me another 
box of your Prius; I find them excellent for 
clearing the face of blotches and pimples. Iwas 
recommended to give your Pius a trial, and I 
must say that after having had only one box, I 
find a marked improvement in myself ; 
not only having rot cleared my face (which 
was very bad), but I feel altogether better in 
health. I find your Pints a most convenient 
size to swallow. Stamps value 9}d. enclosed. 


Yours faithfully, 
LAURENCE H. MARSHALL. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND OI IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS. 
GURDEN K CO. 
D SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, .. 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


LOVE’S MESSAGE—REPLY PAID. 


It was only a little silver-mounted, ivory-leaved, note - book - 
little ivory note-book hanging on the chatelaine of the prettiest girl 
in Brighton. And, as the prettiest girl in 3 sate there listen- 
ing to the delightful strains of the afternoon band on the West Pier, 
her little note-book, which swung round when she sat down, 
rested on the rail of the chair immediately behind her. 

There was nothing very extraordinary in the circumstance, or at 
least, there wouldn't have been if the matter had ended there. but 
that little book caught the eagle eve of Charles Oleander Briggin- 

rley, who was down there for his * good old annual,” and the 

eart of C. Oleander Brigginpurley doubled the rate at which it 
had been beating. Many young men are taken like this. 

An idea—a bold and daring —just about this time entered 
the brain of C. O. Brigginpurley, Ksq. He would communicate 
with the lovely unknown without discovering himself. It should 
be in poetry, too. So,after raking his brains fore and aft for some 
moments, he drew a little piece of black-lead pencil from his 
waistcoat pocket, and, taking the little ivory note-book into his 
unholy hands, he unfastened the silver clasp, and on a virgin page 
wrote :— 

“To THE UNKNOWN Fair ONE. 
If you only, only knew 
How the writer's mashed on you, 
You would meet him, wet or fine, 
Just by the corner of Preston Street, 5 half. past nine. 
OMEO. 

P.8.—Excuse bad metre. 

P. S. No. 2.—He will wear a blue corn-flower and primrose gloves. 

P. S. No. 3.—Of course, he means in addition to ordinary clothes.“ 


It was a daring thing to do, and there's no doubt she was con- 
siderably startled when she read the loving message, but not nearly 
so startled as “Romeo” was at 9.32, when a big man, with fists of 
nbout the same size as Berkshire hams, turned up at the corner of 
Preston Street, and, after referring to the entry in the little ivory 
book (which Charles Oleander now saw for the second time), con- 
cerning the “blue cornflower and primrose gloves,” commenced to 

und the amorous swain with the force of a Nasmyth hammer. 

Charles Oleander 7 iy rley had not allowed for this in his 
calculations; and he told a Bosom pal of his with whom he frater- 
nises of an evening in a little “ 7 just off the Tottenham Court 
Road, that when his eye gets white again and he corresponds with 
unknown loveliness, he will not be so explicit in describing his 
get-up, use, in cases where loveliness is already suited with a 
sixteen-stone athlete for a husband, it hurts ! 


— 


MEAN BRUTE! 

SHE'D never shewn much partiality for his society; but that, of 
course, had only made his passion the more ardent. He'd been 
useful enough at garden pe obligatory matinées and fashion - 
able race-meetings ; still, now that they were off to Switzerland 
she thought it only right to tell him the disagreeable truth. 

“It's no Mr. Green,” she said, “you've been very kind to 
me, but I could never lore you.” 

„But you might learn to,” persisted Green. 

“ Oh, no, I could never learn.” 

It struck him he'd got “no earthly,” so, as he reached his hat, 
he remarked : 

\ aie you're right! p'r'aps you're right—you're too old to 
earn 


— — 


OF GOOD ACCOUNT. 

“1s your husband good at accounts, Mary, dear?" asked a fond 
young wife of her bosom friend. “I should think he just was— 
when he's home late he could account for a bushel of hairs and n 
ton of powder on his coat sleeve; he'd prove to you that the smell 
of ‘ Unsweetened’ was nothing else but cough lozenges—he could 
account for why he was always playing at scratch-cradle with your 
youngest sister in the summer-house. Accounts—why, he passes 
his whole blessed life in inventing them.” 


211 
THE PIFFKIN TESTIMONIAL. 


— 


How it originated was like this. 

Times were bad and advertisements few, and the Editor, sole 
proprietor, printer. 
and general manager 
of The  Pushboro’ 
Thunderbolt and 
South Rampshire 
Weekly Comet, was 
at his wit's-end to 
make both ends meet. 

“We want,” he 
observed, medita- 
tively to his foreman, 
reader, compositor, 
shop assistant (he 
kept a small station- 
ers shop, likewise, 
did the editor, sole 
proprietor, ete., 
ete.), nnd general 
factotum, “we want 
something to send 
the circabation up for 
a few weeks, and then 
I'd get rid of the 
whole boiling, shop 
and all. I know Jenks 


is hankering after the 
show, and, our 
books could only 


rove a profit, hed 

ite like a Margate 
flea. Ah! 1 have it!” 
he suddenly contin- 
ued, thumping his 
massive brows “we'll start n testimonial! 
whom?” and he thought deeply. 

F acy) I have it!” he exclaimed, with a second thump, 
Piffkin's the man! It's a grand, a noble iden !“ 

“But, who's Piffkin's?” queried the foreman dubiously. 

“ Pitfkin’s! Oh, he's a great zhove- u penny player, hangs out at 
the Loafer’s Arms, that low pub. in B oggersgate, I haven't the 
honour of his personal acquaintance, but I've heard of him. Now 
to work!” And on the ensuing Thursday (publishing day) 
readers of the paper were astonished to encounter, in displayed 
ye the following :— 

he Thunderbolt Great Threepenny Testimonial to Jacob 5 
Champion Shore-Halfpenny Player of Pushboro’ and the World, 

This is an age of sports and sportsmen, and we desire to signalize 
it by practically acknowledging the existence in our midst of the 
renowned champion Jacob Piffkin. 

Ye who are familar with sport in its loftier forms—who hang 
upon the wicket, gloat 
over the goal, or linger 
around the links 
sneer not at shove-half- 
penny! With plenty of 
chalk, science, __ five 
smooth halfpennies, a 
good table, and gne of 
hature’s weapons, mar- 
vellous results can be 
accomplished. If 
Waterloo was won in 
the playing fields of 
Eton, why should not 
civilization be benefited 
by the shove-halfpenny 
boards of Pushboro”? 
It might be difficult to 
— this, but would 
t be easier to disprore 
it? We pause fur no 
reply. We boldly strike 
the nail u the head, 
and for the benefit of 
Piffkin, the honour of 
Pushboro’, and the re- 
nown of South Ramp- 
shire, we, this day, start 
the Great Piffkin Three. 
penny Testimonial 

‘und, ourselves head- 
ing the list with one 
„ 8 hundred threepenny 
bits. Contributions are not necessarily limited to this modest coin, 
but all amounts received will be calculated and acknowledged in 
threepenny bits, and the full name and address of every contributor 
will published in these pages, in prominent type, together 
with any observations he or she may choose to make respecting 
either the science of shove-halfpenny, or things in general. 

South Rampshire, do your duty! The eyes of a sporting empire 
are upon you! 

The testimonial was a tremendous success, and the letters came 
in shoals, It was such un advertisement for threepence, a sum 
by-the-bye to which nearly ninety-nine per cent. of the contributors 
strictly limited themselves; und within three weeks the subscrip- 
tions amounted to just on three thousand threepenny bits, white 
the circulation of the Thunderbolt had trebled. 

No one had ever before heard of Pitfkin, but that mattered little. 
Everyone had some private grievances, some political fad, or some 
cranky opinion to air, and, at threepence a time, grievance, fad, 


“It's a grand, a noble idea!" 
But to whom? to 


Nea. lers were astonishel, 


and opinion were 

aired — well aired. 

And when the fund ca = 
finally closed, the \ 

grand total was soim- 


posing — nearly nine 
thousand threes—and 
the books of the 
Thunderbolt presented 
such a striking vi- 
tality, that the hank. 
ering Jenks eagerly 
pure the entire 
concern, shop and all, 
at a very fair price. 

About this time, a 
pimply-faced man, in 
ahairycap, who passed 
the whole of his 
waking hours, and 
many of his sleeping 
ones, in the tap-room 
of the Loafer's Arms, 

e day by day 
more deeply intoxica- 
ted, while the landlord 
of the Arms observed, 
oracularly : 

“That there testi- 
monial has bin the 
ruin of Piffkin. He's 
lost all 'is steadiness 
an’ nerve, an’ can't 
play for bloomin' nuts. He never ought to ‘ave 'ad the money 
down, What ought to a-bin done was a statue. A statue of 
Piffkin would a-hurt nobody, whereas now Pittkin’s a-drinking 
'isself to death!“ 


»Au' can't play for bloomia’ nuts!“ 
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SQA “I've had à horrible fright, dear! Mule 


INS 


SEASIDE RESORTS, BY ALEXANDRY'S OWN ay THE LEVEE. he — — * 1 7 ENS — at 
1 * found in George's 
* * MERA, * k, dear boy, there’: teliah to sketch us, waistcoat pocket. Extract fer of 
Great Scot, oki Grey hier Llp * feet ? beeen Quic! 5 Rea going 1 Jrom Letter 4 
es Sloper will be delighted to recetve photographs from these DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—J. G. DOLLMAN, Esq., R. l. 


@f her friends whose portraits have not het been inserted. 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


1 


—4 
Nd), 


939 1 9 Z 


(Tae Eviton feels t his duty to explain to the world why the interview with Mr. book. Still he wouldn't mind knowing what the dickens it was all abont.—(%) 
Doliman does not appear in detail, As usual, the press had to be kept waiting for his Ah! the Snook was his second, and he wou'd ask him.—(4) Johnny ‘Tuvie was 
chief's copy, and, when at last it did arrive, it had either to be printed as it stood or the the other's.——(6) And there was the Duke of Cambridge, too, in frogs nmi a white 
space left blank, The urid will therefore see that the EDITOR is in no way to bl—— bat, to see fair play. “Gentlemen, are ready ? asked the Duke, “No,” rei. ol 
Oh, shut it, and let me come.—SLOPEK), “The Field of Honour.“ Such ia the title A. Stor kn, for he was in no hi to slay a fellow creature, though unknown. ~ 
of Mr. J, G. Dollmau's remarkably interesting picture in the Academy. If A. SLorkn have forgotten my glasses; the Juel cannot proceed!" The Duke inmeiistely 
were to jot down the many times he in a not uncheckered career had been callel supplied him with his. “Now!” cried the Duke, “are we realy?” At that moment 
good-sized a f figure was seen flying acruss the Common towards them, and the next 

acquainted with that class of work (true, oh King.—EDb.), or Mra. B., ever frugal, moment Mrs. Sloper threw herself on her hushand's chest. This is affecting,” »ail 
washes, with the aid of her niece Evelina, who is getting quite expert as a clear the Eminent, “the duel must not proceed!" “This is no place for women,” crie! the 
„at home. A. SLUPER had been interviewing Mr. Doliman—a remarkably Duke, roughly. “Pardon me, dear Duke,“ mid A. SLOPER, “the social position of 

long and interesting interview it was—and on returning to Millew Court retired women has altered since we were boys together. Mrs. fl. has lately joined the ranks 
immediately to rest thoroughly a-weary, which will account tor the fact tnat ne ol the New ones, in fact at tne present moment that nomely skirt couceuls frum the 
forgot to remove his boote, and while he slept he dreamt, The above-named picture _ ribald eyes the distinctive badge of the Clan, the ample kuickers and gaiters, She, 


No. 398,—Miss MABEL LxSI In ay to him, the endued with life—(1) And he was one of the prin- and she alone, shall fight forme!" “Oh, this is tommy rot |" cried the other principul, 

cipals, But who was other he was going to slay? And what for? His hat coming forward revealing the face of Mr. Dollman. t, or I shoot you 

„ Behold, fair maid, my heart is at thy feet 1" —The Dook Snook. hides his features. No matter, he must shoot for something or other, or else he © where you stand!" and he covered the Wreck with his weapon. The dream had 
4 dream of lo 5 20 would not be there.——(2) While Iky Mo was loading the if he could only got thus far when Mrs. f. in the flesh entered the chamber in which her love lay 
very weliness, —Lord Bob, eutch Thy's eve the Killing could be 0 cert, but he appeared te tobe » diabolical dreaming. “Ob! them boots on 1” cried she, “and only clean on to- 

„ Beloved, tell me—may I, dare I hope?” —The Hon. Billy, delight in putting a double charge in each he would e his will in his interview day!” and she fetched ber liege a oner wi effectually out the dream off short. 


THE ELOER RIDS THE WAR. O O' ITS AULD ENEMY. 


„ 2 „ 0 
wa — 
t (2) But a muckled monster catched him by the hilt. It's the deevil.“ (3) “There's nae new! for a Kirk noo. and it'll be an unco savin’ in the Meenister’s siller, for 
9 Oa vee abe eae Saar rome Sa bes roared the Elder, “an’ he's mista’en me for the Laird,” and then he plunged the deevil'a deed ye'll be weel acquaint wi’ his coontenance, Laird.” But the Laird, paralysed 


with a alrick into the depths o' the waves, wi’ horror. hole, Tak’ the horrid thing awa, ye sacrilvezious rhinoceros ! 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here we are again, ladies and gentlemen, alive and aking. If 2 show this week does not SLO ER gay, Is worried nearly every day: — The Government, without a doubt, Says Johnny must 
interest and please you, you must indeed be hard to please. I have done my best, to win your ot be turned out :—Sir Henry Irving, plucky man, Is trying the revival plan:—The Prince of 
plaudits, and no man can improve on his best :—Lord Salisbury, as we here see, Takes up the Wales at dinner meets The Afghan, whom he warmly grects—In spite of the fact that A. SLOPER 
Government with glee :—The Infant . one year old, Must not be left unt in the cold:— is travelling for the benefit of his health, he is nevertheless being pestered by politicians of both 
Such wicked ways he'd not traversed, In City life he was not versed :—Though at the seaside, parties. Still A. S. remains his old independent self. THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


80 UNFASHIONABLE, DON'T YOU KNOW. 


THE NEW GENERATION. 


Local Slop, Hi | 
fishing here eb? you young rascal! what do you mean by 


1 Ww * 
22 3 3 I wur on’y a-teachin’ this yere 


1 


| 
| 
| 


QUITE OIRISH, YE KNOW. 0 ! 
. | ye 
The O'Mortarty. Sh it’s a grand ordaya o own fur l A 8 james 
early rotsing—eo it is! Win t y me it'll Mrs. Milldor, The idea of ‘er takin’ on ‘erself to take a husband l 


Mrs. Discord. That's what I says, my dear, at the time. S 
me up, and then Oi shall be able to see what toime it is! Tour complexion is charming, my dear child, Tm quite aware, but it looks so dreadfully natural 1” kuows, I says, the responsibility, I says , 5 j 


aa 
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_A REGENT correspondence in the Standard has thrown much 
light upon a veritable holiday-time grievance—to wit, the extreme 


———S lifticulty of ob- 
¢ „ vo carte t . 1 


C Senta taining anything 
¢ yee like decent re- 


2 7 wweutt 
we . 06 freshment at 
a i) country inns, The 
i — walking, dri v - 
ing, or cycling 
tourist, comes 
across a delightful 
little village in 
the course of hix 
rambles, and 
would = fain reat 
there awhile snd 
minister to the 
inner man, but lo! 
the local inn can 
offer him no better 
hospitality. than 
sour ale and hope- 
lessly fat bacon. 
He tries another ; 
rank cheese an 
worse beer is all 
they can give him ; 
once more, and 
hard biscuits and 
choleratic cider is 
his refection. It is 
2 only in the towns 
that he can ob- 
— tain satisfaction; 
the villages, lovely, peaceful untrodden spots that the artist and 
the lover of nature would visit with delight, make no provision for 
him. It is short-sighted policy, . but they cater only for 
the non-fastidious rustic who lives till ninety upon beer that 
would kill a Londoner at sight. 42 


WE have to acknowledge with thanks the receipt of a P.O. for 
Mra. Gordon Fraser. The kind donor only signs his or herself 
“St. VALENTINE.” We should much like the real name and 
address, so that one of poor Fraser's drawings could be forwarded. 


THE silly season promises to be a bit late this year, for the 
General Election will keep things lively longer than usual. But, 
the time will come. Oh! abnormal gooseberry and colossal sea 
serpent, have patience. * 


Tur Grace Testimonial Fund has caught on splendidly in India 
and the oo. where enthusiasm in the echeme is not one whit 
behind that displayed in 
this country. In New 
Zealand, we hear, a num- 
ber of ladies interested in 
the game have promoted 
a bazaar, the p ds of 
which are to be added to 
the Fund, which is now 
swelling to such pleasing 
propo ons, The fair sex 

as ever admired manli- 
ness, pluck, and endur- 
ance; and though cricket 
for women is still in its 
infancy, we have no doubt 
that a large number of 
our fair colonial cousins 
will show their interest 
in the game by support- 
ing the with their 
presence, +8 


THE Tottering Struc- 
ture has this day been 
pleased to confer the 

Award of Merit” upon 
ProFessor A. TAYLOR, 
because he's At Home 
in the rater. Feyther,” 

ueried the Cerulean- 

rbed, ain't this the 
gent wot acts as swim 
min’ master at the Folke- 
stone Baths?” E air, my son, ' nir,“ responded the Ancient. 
“Then, feyther,” answered the Agzure-Eyed, “ you've done the right 
thing, and if you let me ‘ave my week's allowance in advance. I'll 
treat yer tot wo o somethink on my own.” And the fatherly, good- 
natured condescension with which the Agéd accepted the offer 
was absolutely and entirely beautiful. 


s 
WHEN the Teutonic really does come out of his shell of stolidity 
sufticiently to play, he does it in no half-and-half fashion. His 
enthusiasm is truly wonderful. The festivities at Kiel were of a 
most exhausting nature, but it was an 1 not uncon - 
nected with the comic press, who remarked they were Kieling. 
s 


Sin Avoustus HARRIS is a marvellous man, and well deserves 
the success which invariably attends his numerous ventures. Asn 
manager he is 
truly great; 
as an im res- 
sario he is 


perhaps 
E Wich 
yal Italian 
Opera run; 
ning at Cov- 
ent len, 
and the huge 
house 
from floor to 
roof night 
after || 
he can stil 
contrive to 
fill Drur 
Lane wit 
vast and en- 
thusiastic 
audiences, for 
there does 
tuneful Ger- 
man Opera 
and play 
reign su- 
wreme, and a 
amous and 
highly tal- 
ente com- 
ny have 
been secured for the short season which, we are delighted to hear, 
promises to be a wonderfully successful one. 


s 
THE Thirty-sixth Anniversary of the opening of that most 
70 of music halls, the London Pavillon, was celebrated lust 
‘riday evening. It was a great and festive night. May the 
shadow of the genial Teddy never grow less. 


~~ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ALTHOUGH the Eminent is at present far away from the metro- 
polis, he nevertheless does not wish that London muasic-halls 
should suffer during his 
absence. To Mr. Me- 
Gooxeley has he therefore 
deputed most of his 
duties appertaining to the 
variety stage. ac, 11 
most of our readers are 
aware, is an extremely 
bashful man, and strives 
at all times to hide his 
shining light under a 
bushel, But at the Grand 
Music-hall the other even- 
ing his inc. was of no 
avail, The keen eye of 
the manager peneti 
hia disguise before even 
half the programme had 
been run through, and 
speedily handed him over 
to the nearest available 
constable. — McGooscley, 
though, had had time pre- 
vious to this toannlyse the 
splendid entertainment, 
which he considers was 
goud—very good, indeed ! 


s 

Wirnoor intending 
any disrespect to the pro- 
motor of the affair, Iky 
Moses considers that the 
Alexandra Park Race Meeting is decidedly off. The opportunities 
for bilking the general public are so very few, that Iky declares 
that he would prefer attending two or three Salvation Army 
Assemblies to patronizing another meeting presided over by 
Messrs. Pratt & Co, *° 


BEFORE many days have “a our gallant volunteers will be 
Bisley engaged at Bisley. ceording to reports, the London 
contingent are going very strong this year, aud will, at anyrate, 
confiscate a part of the confectionery, even if they do not take the 
whole cake. „ 


THERE is now on view, at the Royal Aquarium, a new Panorama, 
which includes among its wonders, a splendid view of the Holy 
Land. We earnestly recommend our readers to see this picture at 
the very first opportunity. They will be both surprised and delighted. 


s 

THERE seems every probability that Henley, this year, will bent 
all previous records. Not even the resignation uf the Liberal 
Government will 
effect, detrimentally, 
theattendance at the 
Aquatic: Carnival of 
the year. At the 
present moment the 
sole topic of conver- 
sation in social 
circles, is Henley, 
and the doings of 
the contending 
crews, This year an 
International inter- 
est has been intro- 
duced into the 
Regatta by the arri 
val of a Yankee 
„eight.“ A. SLor En. 
though, does not 
think that our own 
amateur oarsmen 
have anything to fear 
from this invasion. 
Even though our 
professional scullers 
‘ail us at times, he 
has every reason to 
believe that ourama- 
teurs are in every 
way capable of up- 
pecan the honour 
of old ngland. 


s 
Ir is not anticipated, says a well-informed Society contemporary, 
that the season will be much prolonged, and the last week in J ai 
will see a very general exodus. Quite right; when A. SLOPER and 
family leave town, the final fizzle sets in with wonderful rapidity. 


s 
WE are enabled to give authoritative denial to the absurd rumour 
that the editor of Larks! has followed the example of Lord 
Rosebery, and tendered his resignation. Quite unlike the late 
Government, whose affairs had been hopelessly muddled for 
months, things at the oflice of our mammoth ha'penny comic have 
been going stronger than ever. 
s 


NOTHING succeeds like a success, especially when it is in the 
shape of a successful play. It is not surprising, therefore, to 
learn that Arthur Roberts intends running Gentleman Joe through 
the summer months. 3 


THE yearning eye of the would-be suicide is even now fixed on 
the summit of the great wheel situated in the grounds of the 
Empire of 
India Exhi- 
bition. Due 
precautions, 
though, have 
been taken 
by theautho- 
rities toguard 
against an 
over - indul - 
gence in this 
sort of pas- 
time, and 
attendants 
will be pretty 
liberally dis- 
tributed over 
each of the 
platforms, 


s 

WE under- 
stand that it 
was ouly a 
somewhat 
needless re- 
gard for Lord 
Salisbury's 
feelings, that 
induced the 
Queen to put 
the Govern- 
ment reins 
into his 
hands. Her Majesty was very keen on asking A. SLOPER to 
form a Ministry, but the noble Marquis seemed so pained at the 
idea, that the Queen reluctantly abandoned what has for some time 
been quite a pet notion of hers. 


are always sure of a 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVEriTs. 


A CALENDAR von THK WEEK ENDING JULY 13TH, 1896, 
— 


7th July, 1890.—A newspaper of this date 4 
mittee of pe fo and gentleman, cared by all the Preck® com. 
clergymen in the city, have drawn up a formal protest dit ou 
the directors of the Detroit Art Museum complaining site N 
nude statues on exhibition in the museum are corruptin 17 the 
murals of the youth of the 1 The committee demande * ee 
such statuary should be draped, and threatened to “boscote that 
institution a+ an immoral resort should the request be not the 
plied with. The directors have therefore issued an order direct;. 
that all the nude statues should be properly clothed,” ets 


8th July, 1863.—John Distin, father of ö fet 
Fanily, — this day, aged seventy-four.. of the celebrated Distin 


Oth July, 1762.—The Empress of Russia thi: 
revolution hy entering St. 83 with an dn 
her husband, renounced the throne next day, and the unfortunt“ 
monarch died in prison just a week after his resignation, ty 


10th July. 1812.—This dax, in an action bet ö 
and a Freuen ship, a man named Phelan and 3 e 
board, were both killed, leaving their little child, Tommy, thas 
weeks old, an orphan. The sailors all declared their willingne-< 0 
= fathers to the one 550 a meg was e Le a che- g. He 
strange to say, readily undertook this office, th diss 
with this substitute for a natural parent. © baby prospering 


llth July, 1797.—Charles Macklin died this day. His last 
1 —9 on the stage was in his hundredth year in the character 


12th July, 1888.—For some days before and 100 
extraordinarily bitter weather peavalled, with Pasi 21 pee 
hailstorms, and great losses at sea. 


13th July, 1377.—The Isle of Wight i 
plundered bythe French. ca eee 


A POLICEMAN’S WIFE’S LAMENT; 
on, OH, WHY DID I Marry 4 PoLicemaNn? 
I'VE not been eating lemons, although I have got the pip, 
Oh, why did | marry a policeman? 
If you must have a husband, girls, just you take my tip, 
. Don t ever get mashed on a policeman. 
Ere I came Mrs. Roser, I war sw shy, and so meek, 
But now from pubs at closing time I've kind of learnt to 


sneak. 
And for getting beastly drunk I get run in twice a week. 
Oh, why did I marry a policeman? 


Chorus,——Oh, why did I marry a policeman? 
I tell you he has been no cop, 
My kids have great ble feet, 
Like their father's plates of meat. 
What ever made me take on a slop? 


All day long 1 have to go out a-charring, ‘tis no trent, 
Oh, why did I marry a policeman? 
So I rarely see my bloke, for at night he's on his beat. 
Oh, why did I take on a policeman? 
What he does when on night duty I should muchly like to see. 
I heared ain say, Move on, Tottie,” once; well, you know, that 
ain't me, 
What with cooks and rabbit pies, I feel as jealous as can be. 
Oh, why did I take on a policeman? 


My children’s boots are creaky, which puts burglars in a fright. 
Oh, why did I marry a policeman? 
If those kids see a row they run away with all their might. 
Oh, why did I take on a policeman? 
Little Archibald and ‘Adolphus are both brimming full of 


crime, 

And just like their father, at lying they are sublime. 

And then, very strange to say, they always know the time. 
Oh, why did I take on a policeman? 


— eee 


RATHER A REVERSE! 


eur happen to know the boys of the Bobanhour Boating 
u 

Great Tom Tagg! They're just about as hot as mustard. and 1s 
„thick“ as the undercrust of a “penny steak-and-kidney.” hey 
tty clear course, for none of the river 
frequenters who know ‘em want to get bashed over the bloomiu 
hat with a boat-hook, you bet ! 

Well, last Sunday they were all going down to Marlow by train. 
and if you'd have seen em on the platform at Paddington Station. 
you'd have owned that a heavier lot of jolly good boys would have 
wanted some finding. The train was a bit crowded, but they'd got 
hold of a couple of compartments with only a low partition, ~» 
they were all together—or, at least, they would have been if it 

n't been for a meddling old woman coming along, just as the 
blessed train was on the point of starting. 

Annosiug, wasn't it? 

Because, so-to-speak, it puts a check on the conversation, and 
generally interferes with the harmony. Anyhow, she would get in. 
despite the fact that one and all called her attention to the fact 
that it wasn“ Smoker.” Some old people are always so thundering 
cantankerous, 

But the captain—Billie Splitbunter, Biilie’s a fair old cough-drop ! 
—got it up for her. There was a merry twinkle in Billie s eye as 
he circulated the whisper “We'll smoke the old fossil out,” and 
you may be sure they weren't long about starting. A 1 the 
windows were pulled up all the briar-roots lugged out and charged. 
aa 172 et Middledill-he's the elub's ugler—whistled tlie 

light up” call. 

Great Scott! Didn't they blow a cloud! Oh, not at all! A 
the train whizzed through Westbourne Park you couldn't have 
seen across the carriage for tobacco-smoke. 

But the old girl never even coughed ! 

The boys tugged away at their amber ee and blew 
great clouds into the suffocating atmosphere, but the old greser 
never winced ! ‘ 

It was telling work, keeping on smoking away at the nicotine. 
and by-and-bye, soon after passing Castle Hill, the unusual exertion 
seemed to overcome the cox'n,a nice boy called Sam Rippitelink . 
He took the wipe from his mouth, and the flannel cap off his heul. 
and half-cl his eyes, and leaned back. Great beads of perspit'- 
tion stood out on his forehead, and he motioned to his pals tv 
tand aside and let him put his head out of the window. 

“Young man,” aaid the old girl, holding out her hand, “let me 
keep yer pipe alight while you're being ill, will yer? I ain't au 
draw this mornin’, and came away in sich a hurry that I left my 
own at home!” . 

It’s only fair to the Bobanhour boys to add that they took their 
defeat like men, and even stood the old girl a drop of something 
short when they reached their destination. 
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„one of the chief omnibus companies has just issued a 
deter ware, 


S- ye! 4 at times 
aS lip Pers wow ! Curious rules for 
A uman mimes— 
e ORESS As for gowning, coat- 
A r 7 = ing, tro 8, or 
— SVPPOIE bonneting, 
And she now makes 
comme il faut, 


Per a haughty 
Bus“. ing Co., 

A matter which me- 
thinks deser vet li 


sonneting, 

Or to celebrate as 
thus 

In a ballad of the 
bus 


“It don't get our 
deati 
top - 


No, as for us who drives 
a dus, it drives us 


Co. anon 


It seems a blooming hollow tale, 
The company’s pe ts swallow-tail,” xc. 


— — — 


WHY SHE REFUSED HIM. 


always 
trying occasions, 


Harold gul 

At least, Edith,” he said, 

„Not unless 
e 
would g spare you. 

“Then I do compel you,” 
he cried fiercely. “I have 
no wish to be spared; the 
sharpest sword is powerless 
to wound me, now.” 

“Very well, Harold,” she 
said; “my desire was to 
avoid giving you further 

in, but if you must have 
5 Lou have 
sk marry you, 
Harold, to share with you 
the weekly fifty shillings at 
which an unappreciativo 
auctioneer 


— 
some new things about that time, and you'd turn 
ask how the deuce 1 dare think of it when you'd 
ot so much to do with your money? And then I should lose m 
temper, Harold, and we should quarrel like Kilkenny cats, an 

h ! what a rude awakening it would be. You mean well. Harold; 
you mean well, no doubt. The flesh is willing but the salary is 
nadequate, and that is why I say no to you.” 

Then farewell, cruel gyurl,” he cried, hoarsely, “my blood be 
upon your fair, faise head.“ And cramming on his hat wrong way 
round, he dashed madly out into the darkness, and was just in time 
for a large Bass before the ho’ closed for the night, 


— —— 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 43.—THE Crown GIRL. 


Now tell metrue, thou novelist, 
Why, seeking heroines fair, 


: „ At Mayfair shrines thou 
— grovellest, 
' And find st no heroine there 
When at the Crown a maid 
: | doth dwell 
oe Who'd as a heroine serve thee 
we : 
Now say, thou Bard, vera- 
ciously, 


Why exercised thy skill is, 
To sing the charms menda- 
ciously 
Of Daphne and of Phyllis, 
= When there's a charmer at the 


Crown 
Who'd bey thy Muse a rich 
renown 
| Now say, ye lords of neigh- 
uring 
Bodegas, why ‘neath some 
Delusions ye are labouring 
That customers will come, 
While this faircreaturetoher bar 
Draws every man, from near or far ! 


Now, Sceptic, though civility 
Won't let me cry, “ Thou liest,“ 
2 why the ibility 
f angels thou deniest, 
When, even now, in London Town, 
There lives an angel at the Crown! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


219 Onstow DRIVE, DEXNIsTOUN, GLASGOW, 
June 3rd, 1895. 

Dear Sin, —I have ure in acknowledging receipt of the 
“ Award of Merit,” in enclosing photo as requested. Many 
thanks. It is unlikely that Elder McNab will accept the post in 
the Sultan's kitchen at Constantinople as “Taster,” with the 
especial duty of sampling all dishes previous to their being placed 
before the “mighty man.” Yours faithfully, A. J. CURRIE. 


STOKE, COVENTRY, June 4th, 1895. 
Dear OLD ALLY,—! herewith send you the following, which is 
the truth: At the Crane's Inn, Coventry, thirty-five years ago, on 
June Ist, a Russian, with a bear, put up for the night. In the 
morning a man came in with about 20 Ibs. of sprats in a basket for 
sale. e man in charge of the bear said. Why, me and my pal 


which was promptly 
the fish, were taken 
he hawker then turned 
to the foreigner, and remarked. phantly, Now. then, fetch 
he Russian replied, „All right,” and going into the 


as possible, 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 38.— WALPOLE BODEGA SLOPER. 
Born, 1741, Killed for Card Sharping, 1782. 

WALPOLE Bonga, Weis brother of Patrick Parmesan and 
second son of Vivian Vaseline, now became head of the house; but 
as there was absolutely nothing in the shape of property or spon- 
dulicks to come into, the news of his brother's demise did not 
arouse that amount of joy in his bosom that it otherwise would. 
Walpole Bodega was a young man with a hyd pretty talent for 
villainy of the milder coy 1 ever since his Point as 
parent had forcibly ejected him from the ancestral halls, had con- 
trived to have a fairly comfortable time of it, at tne expense of an 
increasing circle of youthful pigeons, and those tradcemen who 
were mugs enough to trust him. There were rude 7 who 
called Walpole Bodega a sharper, a blackleg and n wicked-worded 
* dut ee it is only — 4 to state, 2 — mostly pio ho bel 

ost money to him, with more politeness merely refe! 0 
him as a chevalier Eee, 

But he was a gentlemanly black guard. Painful as it is to the 
pean historian to have to admit it, this is all that can be truth- 

ully said in his favour. Vainly have we searched the documents 
placed at our disposal for some evidence of the fellow's better 
nature. Zo we can find nothing to alter the indisputable fact that 
he was a polished swindler of the first water. 

It is to be keenly regretted that the elevation of Walpole Bodega 

to the once proud 5 of head of the family now carried no 
sort of responsibility. It is just possible, that, had there been any- 
thing like an eatate and a decent rent roll to go with it, he might 
have been induced to abandon his evil career, and settle down tu a 
life more befitting the chief of his illustrious house: but under the 
circumstances, Walpole Bodega couldn't quite sce the fun of lead - 
ing a reputable life merely for the honour of the family, and it is 
recorded that on the very day Patrick Parmesan was borne to his 
grave, his callous hea brother rooked three of the mourners of 
a a- at blind hookey, and was run in by the watch for 
getting blind speechless on his winnings. 
We have no intention of recording the many shady actions by 
which Walpole Bodega rapidly obtained for himself one of the 
most unenviable reputations in London; the intelligent reader 
may rest assured that there was no variety of swindle that he did 
not have a finger in, and his only claim to distinction lies in the 
fact of his having been the sole inventor ot some dozen or 80 
— of cheating, which are still popular with the card-sharping 
raternity. 

Walpole Bodega derived a fairly comfortable income from his 
disgraceful profession for some sears, but his career closed abruptly. 
He got a bottle or two ahead one night, and carelessly exposed to 
his opponent at the card-table a duplicate set of aces concealed up 
his sleeve. A row followed; swords were drawn, lamps overturned, 
and when light was restored, Walpole Bodega was found weltering 
in his heart's gore. 

(Tu be continued nect weck.) 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 2.—THeE DELUDED MERMAID. 


HE stood on the shingle each night, each morn, 
And the sighs of his yearning were sea waril borne. 
O tridented Neptune, pray hear my prayer ! 

1 long for the love of a mermaid fair!” 

And by-and-bye, while he heaved his sigh 

Right up to the shore came a Pandy bi shy. 

“ If desirous of mermaiden's love t be, 

Dive thou down to the depths of the deep with me!" 
And he dived in bliss with the sea-born miss, 

And they plighted their troth with a long, long kiss. 
And she showed him the wonderful things that be 
In the mermaiden's caves ‘neath the angry sea. 


When a week and a day had been whiled away, 
Let us make "—so he spake—“a short trip, I pray, 
To that region, remote from Britannia’s isle, 

Where America’s shores on the ocean smile |” 


Ever she did as her lord might bid, 

And away through the depths of the deep they slid. 

But, when down on America’s coast they bore, 

“Good-bye!” said her sweetheart. and—swam to shore! 

Then she rent her hair, did that mermaid fair, 

For she wist—in her woebegone, wild despair— 

That the love of her lover had merely been feigned 

Till across the Atlantic FREE PASSAGE he gained! 
— 


OTHER PEOPLE’S TROUBLES. 

Ir has been calculated that a train travelling night and day at 
fifty miles an hour would reach Alpha Centauri. the nearest of the 
tixed stars. in fo years. If such a road were running, many 
of the men who lunch at the Gaiety Grill, would make the round 
1 to pass away the time while waiting for their chop or steak. 

n Italy, says a Popular Educator, the privacy of the family is 
never invaded at the dinner hour. The sense of the would-be 
invader dawns on one, when one retlects on the fact that the 
popelsr Italian dish is garlic grated over with Limburger. 

There'd be a good deal less trouble in the world if some of the 
irls, instead of making up their minds to marry the man they 
ove, could only manage to love the man they marry. 

The man who, at his wife's bidding, comes home on Saturday 
afternoon and takes down, washes, and re-hangsa the Venetian 
blinds, instead ot going to the races at Kempton Park, does not 
want to be an angel. He is one already. 

Talk about the doubtful parliamentarian ; bah! he's a gentleman 
—a finished and courteous gentleman—to the doubtful winkle at 
tho tea - party. 

— Ä—Uüñ4m—v—— 
HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Low Spirits.—Those which are thirty-five under proof. 

s a Ornithological Mystery.—The exact length of the bill of—a 
loctor. 

MELLOW -drammer at the Surrey.“ — SLorEn, when he got 
mellow in the Halls of Conquest with too many drams, 
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A FATEFUL BUNKER, 


(A STORY OF THE GOLF Counsxk.) 
— 
CHAPTER IV. 


For a moment the three girls gazed at one another as the old 
lady left the room, then Erminie said : 
“ Hetty Brown, you will never again have three lumps of sugar to 


Gasec at one another. 


your tea in this house; Nelly Spence, you are on short allowance 
of cake for all time coming.” 

“Spare me,” said Hetty Brown. 

c nd Brasil Tamplana 

ve an a U rminie “ 

have betrayed me, and have 3 a 8 ci 
“ Duffer—” 

“No—golfer. I am forbidden to speak to him. It is a romance. 
— next be con to my room—my only refection water and 


“And butter,” added Hetty, as the threo burst into a merry 


laugh. 

Wen, 1 suppose 1 must pine away, and read poetry, and le: my 

hair hang loose now th * recreations are restricted,” said 
pity indeed that you said anything 

e is so awfully strict, you know.” 
I am awfully sorry I 
spoke,” said Nelly Spence. 

“And eo am I,” said 
Hetty, “but I never 
dreamt she would take it 
80 seriously.” 

“Oh, seriously ! She is 
5 on pedi- 
gree. ou know, my 
6 was n 

night, that is what 
makes her take such 
matters seriously.” 

“So she n said 


Libel i 
“ Certainly she ought,” 
assented Erminie, “and 
there is another dark 
reason why she ought to 
be severe on parrenucs 
of all sorts. ‘It is the 
| family skeleton.” 
“Produce the skeleton.” 
„I dare not.“ 
5 We will never divulge 


Erminie. “It's a ver t 
to my aunt, though, oe 


“Swear it, on your tea- 
spoons. 

“We swear!” 

When my grandfather 
was created a knight, he 
was Lord Mayor in a 
certain provincial town, 
pes had made his money 

“ Butter?” 

„No, leather!” 

„Also the product of the cow—how interesting. Your aunt's 
a eee is amply explained. Ta, ta, Erminie,” and the girls 

leparted, 

Erminie Templeton laughed heartily when she was left alone. 
She dearly loved her aunt, yet she on all occasions was ready to 
laugh at the old lady's precise ways and determination to keep 
her niece from being too free with those who might be deemec 
beneath her in the social scale. Ermime could scarcely be said 
to be interested in John Septimus Stubbs, who had descended so 
suddenly on the circle of golfers at Portsea. He had dropped on 
the links as hundreds of others dropped. He was a gentlemanly- 
looking cc man, obliging, and might even have been said by 
some to be attractive; but, to Erminie, he would probably never 
have occasioned a second thought but for the fact that he proved 
such a duffer at the game to which all Portsea devoted itself. Had 
he been a very fine player many eyes might have been on hin: in 
admiration as a possible 
champion in the autumn 
tournament. Had he 
been an average player he 
might have gone round 
the course a hundred 
times without ever caus- 
ing Erminie Templeton 
or her friends a single 
thought. But Mr. Stub 
was n duffer—an unmiti- 
gated, unadulterated 
duffer, and withal such a 
patient, persevering 
duffer that no bunker 
was of suflicient depth to 
discourage, nor tangle of 
furze bush too intricate qi, 
nud ball-swallowing to 
dishearten from the 
game, that Erminie's at- 
tention had been at- 
trac’ and her respect 
almost compelled, 

And now the banter of 
her friends had provoked 
the comments and re- 
strictive declarations of 
her aunt. It was absurd, 
of course, that the exis- 
tence of Mr. Stubbs 
should have been men- 
tioned along with her 
recreations in such a way. He was nothing to her. Never could be 
anything to her, and yet she found that his image, his ridiculous 

‘laying, and her aunt's comments occupied her thoughts for the 

tter part of an afternoon. . 

(To be continued next week.) 


Ermime laughed. 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


~ 


Wo. 364.—Mn. A. B. CAMEKON, F. O. S. 


“Though there are doubtless a very considerable number of 
our readers who are unenlightened on the subject of the latest 
addition to our Gallery, there are many to whom his name and 
fame will be pleasingly familiar in one way or another. For our 
hero is a man of varied talents, and is equally at home upon the 

or the popular bairdressing saloon, w. re he 


* Bloper "Award of Merit’ presented to him April 27th, 1895." 


a moo 
aes 


F. A. Oh! a couple of hundred guineas, 
Farmer. Well, they must be a lot of danged fools up there. 
worth tweuty pounds 


THE “LIVE-BAIT STYLE. 


Ang! for Jack. 
er i'n Serpe rand a punt, may be observed 


the back; 


Z ~ — 
1 * 5 * 


TOO MANY COOKS SPOIL THE POLICEMAN. 


— 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, duty 6, 1806, 


SUFFICIENT REASON. 4 / 2 
acne 


Ls 8 


. 
NO TIME TO BE LOST. 
Oh, 1 


“When do you return to town, Captain Slasher?" “On Saturday next.” Why soearly?” “Oh, 
because my wife comes down on that day!“ 


ASSUME A VIRTUE, IF YOU HAVE IT NOT. 


WNBROKER. | 


WO | 


Old Gentleman. Ob, lor! Owner having no further use for it, I suppose. 


Little Vr. Smith. Sarah Beruhardt, my dear madame, is an intellectual treat I would 
not miss for worlds ! 
Lovely Madame Vergo. Oh. I am so glad I have met you, Mr. Smith, Now, you 


must explain everything to me bet: the acts. 
Caspenbable délight of title Bich, «he ee ee det Freneh BOGIE BEASTS FROM “THE MILDEWERIE ” AQUARIUM. 
as the man in the moon. The Freshwater Canropods, 
JUST THE THING. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED To. AN ENQPYABLE TRIP. 


This was one of the latest of Billy's 
mas hes: but eveu the news that he was 
about to brave the perils of the deep 

“T say, you'll wicket keep?" “What, against did not soften her heart towards him, 
Smasher's bowling? Ob, I'm too short und fat!“ and the Honourable departed on his „ Rather!” 
Just the thing ; you'll act like a sandbag.” travels with a bruken heart. “Sailing is a glorious sensation, isn't it, Tom? Rather? 
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